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THE SLUMLANDER (The Christ of markets) Musical Action in two acts. 

And Jesus cast out the merchants from the temple. 
"You have made it a den of thieves" _Marcos H:15-18 

legend-teller: 

A lucky man 

crossing the deep misfortune roads 
the hidden landscapes 
They are visible, 
at full sun! 

but nobody seems to Watch them 
It is the invisible spectacle 
sweet-tasting poison 
_ Only I bring the image 
what he told me ... 



NEED SHOWER I 



THE SLUMLANDER: 

You don't lack raiment or rent, 
nor tally house, nor aliment... 



iBut them? 
I tell you again 
iBut them? 

We often buy and sell about poor women and men. 

d,How resistent shall you raise your garden fence? 

d,How intelligent are those alarms? 

d,Does it makes sense? 

d, Whence those hungry cries come? 

It might has been waiting under the rain. 

What a shame! They haven't won... 

<i,How romantic is the storm in dry and warm bones, 

along high charm lane for not to strain your brain? 

iBut them? 

I tell you again 

iBut them? 

It seems that there's long distance 

from their lack to our fault, 

as so appear for instance, 

thunder clap and thunder bolt... 

But appearance goes according 

to the dolt for the trap 

and what hunter pretends 

and the color of lens. 

^How'll you try to outdate this fact, 

they after day? 



d,How'll you try to go back or look away 

from world hunger without feeling yourself tense 

when that's been said and shown well framed for your shame 

with overpowering eloquence of Thomas Paine's common sense? 

So henceforth their pain words that face to face you'll have to face 
shall shape a rain of poems to wet your illusiveness until end. 
A need shower to reach nuclear shelters and rich towers, 
nations cheats and miss fashion's seats, 
wrongly spent coins and greed of power. 
You don't lack raiment or rent, 
nor tally house, nor aliment... 
iBut them? 

We'll tell it you once again, 

so long as you don't help for a cure, 

so long as you injure them long. 

We'll tell you again 

the lit shit belongs to you 

but not to them. 
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NEED SHOWER II 



What a stony state of things so ingrate 
when money is fated to guilty politicians' fun 
and land 

is being irrigated by blood of farmers' hands 

What a wrong state for the strong ones's sake. 

Worn out day laborers, gatherers of grapes, 

unknown coolmen, building workmen and gatherers of corns 

see how the sires of the thrift lift their desires of days' alms. 

All the hopes seem having flown off 

when the poor eat the system prisons' loaf, 

so unmoved in the spleen 

by the well off's green stuff-handcuffs. 

That need is something's seed 
you'll never get rid of. 
Seed by seed 

Living loving leaves shall be growing well enough. 

Growing and shining, smiling and showing 

the real thing and real gate before it's too late. 

So that the no action-man's caution and cold greedy hands-man 

are able at lenght to understand for changing their minds. 

Those lovely seeds shall make them recede 



and a brand new united breed 
shall be setting many styles of smiles, 
many kinds of rhymes on each kind mate. 
But in the mean time... 

What a stony state of things so ingrate. 
What a stormy ride 

while i'm returning to present day side of lake, 

where few lonely people only do a little 

and the rest of clowns just wait 

up and down looking around without seeing or reading 

the power towns fest. 

Who doesn't want to show it may be waiter or waitress. 
Who doesn't want to know it must be humankind traitor or guest. 
What a stony state of things so ingrate. 
What a stony state to be a jest. 

The Slumlander 

Copyright 2001 Santiago Romero Bourdieu 



legend-teller: 

when angels die before flying, 
Devastating storms threaten the world, 
no shelter is sufficient. 
Light the fire in the umbrella! 
Torches burn the perverted history, 
there will be light in the eyes of the blind, 
and "Cassandra's curse" will be gone. 



NEED SHOWER III 
THE SLUMLANDER: 



A little sparrow told me: 

«People make doings wrongly, 

good will for booming show and ill wiil to feel 

how their peers in shadow 

subhumanly lack meal» 

That's real, i said, and what else might have i said 

when sun was red and eager to go down 

by the time hung down head workmen 

were returning home sadness fret anf they must be joyful, 

as labor market ordained, 



'cause they're not workless over yet. 
i,Do they have anything? 
^For what to get? 

A rented economist said: «We live in hard times, mind don't forget» 

We know hard times, poor know spleen 

d,But hard times for whom? Sure not for him! 

The the wingy grey being goes on telling me: 

«Go down slum, stay and learn o die if need be 

to sing how hunger gossamer wait for beggars to feed, 

to see how they're the dinners and morning meals indeed, 

to see how the killing winners chase them who bleed the most, 

to see how the fear days ghost hid even the least way out, 

and please, 

write all they cry out for the whole world can read» 

I left the sparrow behind 

and began to walk the narrow aisle 

between wile and middle class coast rocks. 

I swear that i spoke about what i myself saw 

beyond the fashion smoke and overweening gewgaw. 

The streaming worn out dreams by forgotten things' rout. 

The tearer sprouting crying by rotten trashcans rims 

The flash on each downcast face 

and the hard past rays on each waiting gaze 



for someday, 

anyway for sure someday. 

Someway we'll have to see they're pure, 

that day. 
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NEED SHOWER IV 



The equality ship's hearsay wants to whip all fears away. 
Street reality of today may outdo the tv truth thru many ways. 
Human outbreaks as bloody leaks outraged but dauntless 
want for levelness. 
Likeness and justice. 

It's the people outleap from all those to-no-purpose neat killer plans 
in which sire of countries deal under hand in the misery of each land's 
deep South, dear South... 

^Haven't you thought about it? 
i,\s your mouth already bought too? 



d,ls the ego trip well set inside you? 

^Shan't your acts be no good when you have understood? 

d,Might the liar bits heap fulfil what you feel? 

i,For whom shall work your keel then? 

i,For they're your peers or they who kill them? 

Sooner or later 

world shall be for all but sooner the better, 
you know. 

The overfond freedom watefront shall keep on 

outbidding and building solidarity storm. 

A creator liberatornado beyond the convenience flag 

and the one-more-stage gain for the scorn, 

beyond the ignorance jet-lag 

and business men's digital worms. 

If we witness the end of world... d, Who'll have won? 

Only past to share nothing amog no one. 

Today, look at the huge hate in the inmost site 

of states and races seeking high places to discriminate. 

<i,What have we done to deserve such a fate? 

<i,What have we done who always go below? 

We must go and go against the inhuman strong. 

We must go along. We have to sow and sow for long. 
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NEED SHOWER V 



At forenoon little beggars wake from their too son night hell 

in the right moment that elected ones' 

torment spit one more feast surfeit. 

At the high whores town doors they look criminallly neat 

while those girls and boys walk along the hard streets to meet 

any restaurant meat leftovers to eat. 

Their childhood is over since they understood 

that time is for them a problems chain 

which left all dreams behind luxurious wall. 

Each hope isn't it at all 

while diving in dope. 

That's only a lonely non stop wheeling about nothing, 

just the lengthening grave of the abandoned ones' rave. 

They take some dimes from hateful minds' hands and steal away 

along millions ways of city heels. 

Nobody wants to feel the fault seal but they're real. 

No one likes to think of them being high in the kite one hen scent. 



Then 

you spend one more rushing minute 

on the tribute for your booming store, 

doings of discrimination-doers 

instead of sharing creation with others. 

And somewhere thos kids shall be at murk 

and if need be the rate of fate shall work 

but you'll never care for their grace. 

Your fine scared face 

won't ever be at chase for a bit of help. 

You were born with too much wit to hark about it. 

You live between smart idiom tedium and the digital spl 

You start to log on and your mind longs on. 

What a stream of dreams on the trifling minds' land, 

roving fashion'd winds and tempting moving sands. 

What a stream of dreams on trifling minds' land. 

What a sparkling hints for a color blind woman or man. 
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ANY FLAG 

Lethargic slabbering for chic things 



Bubbles and bubbles over others' troubles 

Few ones really seem to see how death snuggles 

("How warm is the lying and such brand-new rubbles!") 

So is the world and so world stinks 
My uneasy sentient dings collide with shopping mall rant 
I can't understand their cant, their smiling wrong to win 
The idiosyncrasy of throng before suffering human beings 

"It's so easy, I will keep your eyes closed" 
After I made my way so told me the street dust 

And that's at last my walk on break 
that I mistake for piece of cake 

Tomorrow's life is already at stake 

while steady job people is fast given to seeming 

Hidden feelings are never shown or just 

and this world's outcasts remain forbidden 

You needn't be wise to find out what's "FORGETTING" 

Just cross thought abasement to come into downtown dizziness 

where human rights find no lights and poor hopes are beaten 

where the liberties are ill written and love is full of dregs 

under libellous bells keeping us given to trying 

while this land is trembling as every bomb falls and 



fate is giving itself up into criminal business' hands 
And every nation is a fruit around power hounds' dance 

Heart-easing pop stars' leasing pops farts as skilful hindrance 
and fill fools die for kissing them while reasoning gets no allowance 
Cheap thrills of cheat fulfil what they feel just to feed the wheel 
of liar riddance with sticking hands which deals in nonchalance 

What's the matter if strange people are being killed in the distance? 
What's the matter if blood-drizzle is falling far from you for instance? 
(Thanksgiving turkeys have been pardoned as renewed cruelty jump 
while the envelope of underdevelopment wears a first world stamp) 

When people fall in golden shag 
of pastime-works and tv-lag 
Don't forget to remember: 
Death can upheave any flag 

-The Slumlander2009 

http://zambezitimespoems.bloqspot.de/2009/03/against-bill.html 
DEVICE Of THE VICE 

-Civilians die while killers can't find the weapons on which they say to be sat 
I guess Hollywood staff will shape them in the end so that 
the population of the occupied nation is at last the terrorism 



even though even so so many unidiotisable people believe not in chit-chat 
because tales of their rage allege a reason isn't 
They said war against terror is being done 
They said they're keeping peace 

So spokesman and announcer and businessman and his 

mostupid girl just did 

whose heart price is under least 

for which he would start to bid 

In another country a tank's machine gun spat death out 

against oppressed children who carried only stones 

and several of them died throwing mankind rout 

down upon my by-any-angle mangled thirdworldan bones 

They said war against terror is being done 

They said they're keeping peace 

So president and newsreader and commentator and his 

mostupid smile just did 

which is under each and every requirement of fisc 
never to wis but to feed its need 

and mine just went on watching them 

pouring televicious chit-chats out for cents 

(Pour un moment embrouille j'ai oublie que j'aime les chats) 

around the at-any-cost witticism of lit post-postmodernism 

Science proved that bullets beat stones but daring to see it is old fashioned 



and mass media will ever find enough sycophants for every action station 
So technology (sponsored by Toyota and Discovery Channel) will discover 
lots of amazing things but humans won't crawl or dare to go any further 
Unfortunately, i mean, ON FORTUNE LATELY we just already went too far 
by finding out human qualities are truly human: criminal and liar 
The tremblinguacious candles could never pass for stars 

In the midst of hell just well-off laughter 
The working beasts are not looked after 
wit 

System stows hunger from stern to prow 
Northern low plunderers hinder our tow 
age 

High over-eatings of our politicians made to order 
by underfeeding of gritty hands pass us over 
night 

Until better further notice 
real losers of world go this 
way 

The wit afterwit of this age on night way 
Device of the vice will forever ward the war 



They always say they're keeping peace 

but peace simply says: "Please, don't keep me anymore" 

She's an old kept-woman of a bankrupted brothel who bleeds 

the most frightening and red lipstick river 

on retracing her uselessly invested never ending hard deed 

-The Slumlander2009 

legend-teller: 

The chill of the morning 
not freezes consciences 
wakes clear wills 
Blush stone hearts 
Rain falls, 

dense clouds disperse 

and can be viewed 

the stars shining in the sky again 

THE END? 
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